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had been strangely negligent of his promise to help save his
sister.

He was in Belgium that night. It was almost chilly. He
rode into Arlon just as another horseman entered the town
from the road to Mons. He was the first to reach the post-
house: he had sent the host off to see if there were a bed ready,
and was awaiting his return under the smoking lamp of the
narrow entrance-lobby when Fersen came in from the street.

He turned round to see the tall figure framed against the
square of moonlight. "You here, Fersen?" he said in a toneless
voice, and then the one word: "Captured."

Fersen had already recognised him, and the sight of De
Bouille, here at Arlon, was enough. They had failed. The
rumours of success had been false. Devotion and industry,
courage and self-sacrifice, had done nothing but redouble the
dangers that threatened all that he loved.

"Will you write to King Gustav," he asked, "or shall I?''

Midnight struck on the tinny clock in the passage. Fersen
gripped the arm of a battered carved-wood chair and slung
himself into the seat. He buried his face in his fingers, and De
Bouille came up to him to lay a firm hand on his shoulder.

"We did our best, M. Fersen," he said. "We have nothing to
reproach ourselves with. I am afraid King Louis is hard to
serve: they only had to talk at him in Varennes. But we did our
best."

Fersen raised his eyes; De Bouille, looking into them, saw
that it was foolish to be talking.

IT WAS MIDNIGHT WHEN THE COACH, after crawling
back through Ste. Menehould and Somme-Vesle, reached the
entrance to Chalons. At this very gate, twenty years ago, a girl
of fifteen had been acclaimed with speeches and flowers as she
came to France to be a Dauphin's bride; there were no flowers
for her now, but much hollow and hypocritical oratory to vex
her unhearing ears. It was two in the morning before she
could see her children asleep and seek her own bed.

They must start betimes to-morrow, through the stifling
heat and dust, the insults and the threats. They were hardly a